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Come, all, to our party; 
Come, children, be gay; 

Wee Wisdom is hostess, 
This bright August day. 


A time of thanksgiving, 


é These hours we shall make: 
A time of rejoicing 
For;Wee Wisdom’s sake. 
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We'll dance in the sunshine, 
We ll swing in the shade, 
We'll feast where the white 
cloth 
On green grass is laid. 


New friendships we'll form 
and 
Old friends we'll meet here: 
We'll gather up gladness 
To last us a year. 
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August days, warm holidays: 
Floating down river; 
Drifting where the willow shades 


Fall, skip, and quiver. 


Wading where the shallows are, 
Diving in the pool, 
Swimming with the current swift, 


Help to keep us cool. 


My 
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August days, sweet, dreamy days: 
Rest in hammock low. 

Where the cedars’ drooping boughs 
Spicy twilight throw: 


Hear the whistle of the quail, 
Piping through the heat: 
Puffs of sultry wind intrude 


On our still retreat. 
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August days, glad, busy days: 
Tramping through the wood, 

Rain cloud resting on the hill, 
Like a downy hood: 


Snatch a drink from bubbling spring, 
Water fresh and sweet, 
Scamper home, before the rain 


Soaks from head to feet. 
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August days, swift, happy days, 
Quickly passing by; 
Autumn days, clear, frosty days, 


Now are drawing nigh. 


Good-by to vacation grounds: 
River, hill, and glen; 

Good-by until Saturdays, 
School begins again. 
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S Thoug sht Garden 


Chapter I] 


One May morning Jamie hurried out of the house so fast, to join 
Uncle Max at his weeding, that Pussy Gray—who had aroused her 
babies bright and early and was washing their faces on the back porch 
—in trying to get out of his way ran between his fat little legs and 
tumbled him off the steps into the dirt. 

Jamie reached out to pull Pussy’s tail for her naughtiness, and 
he meant to make it a good hard pull, too; but just then he happened 
to notice a small burdock plant that had taken root next to the wall, 
and he drew his hand back quickly and pushed it down deep into his 
pocket. 

“There, old temper weed, I didn’t plant you, anyhow,” he said 
happily ; and the whistle that came from his puckered lips as he started 
down the walk made a blackbird on the grape arbor perk its head on 
one side, admiringly. Jamie kept on whistling till the tune would not 
go right; then he said, looking about him: 

“Your garden i is getting very pretty, Uncle Max. Wish I could 
grow thought posies like these. I suppose my mamma won’t think I 
have much of a garden.” 

“Oho, Mr. Gardener! that’s a nice way to talk about your own 
property! Why, I’ve seen a whole lot of lovely flowers popping up 
their heads, this last month. Hold this basket while I pick the pansies, 
and I'll tell you about these flowers. First, there were some brave 
little snowdrops of faith in the judgment of us grown-ups who thought 
it best for you to be my boy for a while. There were crocuses of 
obedience, bright, sunny little blossoms that cheered every one who 
saw them. Then there were daffodils of hope that made you expect 
good times, even with your best playfellow so far away.” 

“You'd make a real nice mamma if you had more practice, Uncle 
Max,” said Jamie kindly. 

“Thank you, Jamie; I never have had much chance to practice 
before. And there are hyacinths of gentleness and narcissuses of self- 
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control growing in every spot in which you have kept one of those 
temper burdocks from sprouting. There are lilacs—” 

““Why, it’s just like your garden. I didn’t know I was as pretty 
as that inside.” 

“Yes, your garden is keeping pace with mine, and it is a great 
deal nicer than mine, because your flowers will bloom the year around, 
if you take care of them, while mine will have to stop to rest.” 

Jamie looked pleased. “I’m glad I have some lilacs,” he said, 
“cause they grow tall, like big folks’ flowers.” 


Jamie reached out to pull Pussy’s tail for her naughtiness. 


“That’s just what they are—manliness and pluck. Little boys 
who aren’t babyish when they feel lonely or break their toys or get 
tumbled off the steps are the ones who can grow thrifty lilac bushes.” 

“My! I have a pretty nice thought garden,” said Jamie proudly. 
“Howard Jennings must have a scrubby-looking patch. I guess it’s 
“most all weeds, ’cause he makes faces and calls names at the rest of 
us fellows every night when we’re coming home from school. And 
he has the meanest dog. It just snaps at people and—why, what’s the 
matter, Uncle Max? Why are you pulling my hair?” 

““Was it your hair I pulled? I was trying to get hold of that 
miserable thistle in your pink bed. You didn’t want it there, did 
you?” 
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Jamie shook his head in an embarrassed way and twisted a but- 
ton on his blouse until he found his voice. Then he said, meekly: 

““My Sunday school verse yesterday was, “Pray for them that 
*spitefully use you,’ so I suppose I ought to pray for Howard Jennings 
and that mean—that snappy little dog of his, ‘stead of saying prickly 
things about them.” 

“T think that first of all you'll have to plant a few love pinks for 
Howard and his dog, Sport. There was a wise poet-man once—” 

“Was it you, Uncle Max?” 

““No, it wasn’t any one-horse magazine poet. His name was—” 

“Fleet is a nice horse if there is only one of him.” 

“Well, this chap had a better horse. His name was Pegasus, and 
he had wings. He used to take the man way up high where the 


nicest primrose flowers of poetry grow. One flower that the man 
found was this: 


He prayeth best who loveth best all things, both great and small; 

For the dear Lord who loveth us, he made and loveth all.” 

Jamie drew his forehead into a puzzled frown. 

““God doesn’t love worms, does he, and darning needles, and 
toads >”’ he asked doubtfully. 

** “He made and loveth all’ was what the poet-man wrote. There 
was another poet, only this was a woman, who found this primrose 
thought: 

The tiniest living thing 

That soars on feathered wing. 
Or crawls among the long grass out of sight, 
Has just as good a right 
To its appointed portion of delight 

As any king. 


“H’m,” said Jamie thoughtfully, “I'll be carefuller after this 
not to hurt little crawly things and little hoppy things that I don’t have 
to hurt. I guess I can love Sport some, too, ‘cause he probably has a 
good time snapping; but Howard—he uses me so ’spitefully that I 
believe I’d better pray for him first, so I can love him easier.” 

“T’m afraid your prayers won’t blossom that way, Jamie.” 

prayers thought flowers, too, Uncle Max? What kind?” 

“Lilies, I think, Laddie, pure, fragrant, lilies of the valley, if 
they blossom only for God, and mottled, showy ones, such as we shall 
have later in the summer, if people are expected to notice them. Water 
lilies, like those in the park? I think that they must be the prayers of 
the people in trouble, turning their hearts up to God with “deep waters’ 
all about them and ‘miry clay’ under their feet. The loveliest one of 
all, the Easter lily, is the prayer of the perfectly pure soul that never 
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has any bad thoughts—‘thinketh no evil,’ you know. We'll all have 
Easter lilies in our hearts some day, Jamie boy, but we shall have to 
grow a great many love pinks first. We shall have to learn to love even 
little dogs that snap and little boys that make faces.” 

Jamie sat down on a big stone to study the matter. 

“T ’spose the mean things Howard does are the thistles in his 
thought garden poking through the fence into mine, aren’t they, Uncle 
Max?” he asked by and by. 

“T’m afraid they are, Old Man, and you'll have to look out that 


“Why, what's the matter, Uncle Max? Why are you pulling my hair ? 


they don’t take root on your side. But I think he’ll pull them up when 
he sees the fine pinks you are raising for him, with their gay little blos- 
soms of smiles and kind acts.” 

““He’d think I was laughing at his old clothes if I kept smiling all 
the time.” 

“Then let’s try one of your hollyhocks of fun. Suppose we 
take him driving with us this afternoon. Fleet and I will be on hand 
when school lets out.” 

Jamie bobbed joyfully up and down. 

“We'll let him drive down the avenue this time, ’stead of me,” 
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he said generously. ‘‘Howard is a nice boy when he isn’t making faces 
or squeaking his slate pencil. Uncle Max—this won’t be a weedy 
thing to say, I guess—I don’t think Howard ought to do things like 
that on purpose, “cause it makes Miss Fay look sober.” 

Uncle Max looked sober, too. 

“You don’t give her any trouble, do you?” he asked quickly. 
“Tt isn’t manly to treat a lady badly. Nobody who is really a gentle- 
man has ever done so since a band of brave knights a long time ago 
planted the beautiful ‘white flower of chivalry.””’ He was stooping 
over a mass of dark green leaves that grew close to the ground, and he 
held up two or three blossoms for Jamie to see. 

“The flower of chivalry is supposed to have been grown on 
British soil, first,” he went on, “‘so I think these white English violets 
are the most like it. Their fragrance is the politeness and respect that 
we men—little brownies like you and long-legged duffers like me— 
ought to show toward every woman, no matter how poor or plain or 
common she is. I think I'll have to tell you and Howard some stories 
about the Round Table Knights who first planted the flower.” 

“Oh, yes, so we'll know how to grow politeness violets for Miss 
Fay and the popcorn woman and my mamma and Mrs. Flynn and 
everybody.” 

“You must have plenty of blue violets with your white ones. 
Blue violets stand for truth and faithfulness. See what a pretty bou- 
quet they make together.” 

“Shall I take them to Miss Fay, as I did the lilies yesterday > 
She’s a very nice teacher, Uncle Max; she hardly ever gets cross. She 
must have a pretty nice thought garden, hasn’t she?” 

“Tt has one fault, in my opinion,” said Uncle Max, so low that 
Jamie hardly heard him. 

The little boy waited to hear what the fault was, for he was sure 
that it could not be a very large one; but Uncle Max was silent so 
long, looking at the violets in his hand, that the breakfast bell called 
them to the house and ended their garden talk for that day. 


(To be continued) 


Cind blend : 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and 
good letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or a 
story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first 
has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we wish to 
let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 


THE Epiror. 


Fee 


FIRST BUTTERCUPS 


Adapted by Evelyn, (ors) 


I’ve heard a story old, so old, 

And it’s all about a pot of gold. 

It’s hidden away at the rainbow’s end, 
Where no man can descend. 

But one old man, very spry was he, 

He climbed to the end of the rainbow to see 
If he could find this pot of gold 

That’s told about in the story so old. 


He found the gold, but, alas to say! 
This must have been his unlucky day, 
For this gold was not his, you know, 


- And a fairy, as if she wanted to show 


That thieving is a dreadful thing, 

And always has some punishment to bring, 
Changed this gold into buttercups bright 
And brought many people a beautiful sight. 


Bowe 
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Oak Park, IIl. 


My geranium in a pot by the window grows, 
Where the wind through the cracks and the crevices 
blows. 
It rarely gets water, 
Is thought of, 
Is cared for, 

But it grows, and it grows for all it is worth, 
And stretches its branches to heaven from earth. 


“How,” I said to my plant one day, 
““How do you manage to grow this way?” 
“Oh, I love and I pray 
And I work 
And I try.” 
I have striven to do as my gentle plant said; 
Since then a better life have I led. 


““Now, try, my dear friend, to be good as can be, 
For that is the one way for you and for me. 
A kind deed each day, 
A smile on your way, 
To brighten the life of some one.” 
Thus spake the geranium to me that day; 
Ever since have I gone the straight, narrow way. 
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G he— 
MAGIC KIT 


O1S M¢CORD (il 


“Oh, what a darling little pussy,”” exclaimed a little girl as she 
stooped over a kitten. “It must be a stray one. I'll take it home to 
Mother and ask her if I can keep it!” 

The little girl, whose name was Jean, tripped along joyfully. 
She lived in the country. Near her lived two little girls whose names 
were Edna and Louise. 

When Jean got home she was allowed to keep the kitten. She 
named it Puff, and it grew to be quite a playful little kitten. 

About two months went by and one day, as Jean was giving Puff 
some milk, the kitten suddenly vanished, and in its place stood a tiny 
little fairy. The fairy said: “I am a messenger of Queen Silver Bell, 
and I go around in the form of a kitten, till some kind little girl takes 
care of me for a while. I soon change into a fairy and grant the little 
girl three wishes. Now I shall grant three wishes of yours.” 

Jean was very much surprised, but she said: “I want my family 
to have happiness; I want you to let Louise and Edna find you; and I 
want you to come again, soon.” 

“Those are very nice wishes, my dear,” said the fairy, ‘‘and they 
will come true.” Then she disappeared. 

Sometimes Jean sees the little white kitten come trotting up the 
little path that leads to her home, and she runs out and picks it up, 
and it grants her three wishes. 
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The windmills are going, 
The flowers are bright, 
The sky is blue. 

The lambs are playing 
And so are you. 

God made them all 

To run and play, 

And he takes care of them 
All the day. 


Sack GAL! 
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Blue Bird 


Down in the land of Break o’ Day 

In a little white cottage along Blue Bird Way, 
There dwells a fairy all dressed in green, 

The prettiest fairy that ever was seen. 


Her hair is a beautiful golden brown, 
And she wears a delicate pea green gown. 
Her little white cottage is spick and span, 
For she brushes and sweeps it all she can. 


Now this little fairy don’t live by herself, 

For with her there lives a merry brown elf, 

Who is merry and happy the whole day long 

And always is singing a cheerful song. 

The elf and the fairy are happy because 

They’ve learned to keep love, God’s greatest of laws. 


So they are content the long day through, 
Helpful, loving, kind, and true. 

And if you happen along Blue Bird Way, 
In the beautiful land of Break o’ Day, 


I’m sure they would give you a welcome gay. 


God bless dear Mummy, 
God bless dear Daddy, a 
God bless all the dears that may be. ; a 
God bless dear Dolly, 
God bless dear Teddy, 
And God bless little me. 


BABYS 
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Cakherwe Fechus 
San Diegs, 


Dean Th 


I have a nice nest with five bluish green 
eggs in it. 

I went into a barn this morning and a cat 
chased me and almost caught me. I hurried 
and got into my nest in the beautiful palm 
tree. 

I live in a good neighborhood. The chil- 
dren treat me very well. I think I shall visit 
you some day and leave my nest in the cae of 


Mr. Robin. 


Y our Friend, 


WISH FOR THE WEES’ BIRTHDAY 


BiLLic GEER (9 years) 
Jonesville, S. C. 


Jolly time, frolic time, 
Merry times and ways, 
Summer time and happy time 


For all the Wees’ birthdays. 


A HAPPY LITTLE GIRL 


VIRGINIA GADDIS 
Berkeley, Calif. 


One day Marjorie told Margaret, her friend, that she was going 
away to Brazil and that probably she would never come back. Mar- 
garet was very sad, for Marjorie was her dearest friend. The next 
day Marjorie left. Margaret prayed every night to God for weeks. 
Just as she had almost given up faith she received a letter from Mar- 
jorie saying she would be back soon. Margaret was so happy that 
she thanked God and said she would never lose faith in him any more. 
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“= HOW GOD HELPED 


~ 
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spending two weeks at their camp on the banks of the Genesee river. 
“Marjory and Ruth, would you like to take the boat and row to 
the store and get some things I need?” asked their mother one afternoon. 
“Certainly, Mother dear,” cried the two girls. 
They started out rowing quickly down the river to the store. They 
got the things and started to go back, then the two suddenly noticed 


God had helped them. 


that the sky had turned black. The rain began to fall, and the wind 
rose. The boat was turned about by the wind and was blown back 
down the river. The girls were frightened. 

“Pray,” said Ruth. 

“Pray,” said Marjory. 

They prayed to God and in a few minutes the sky became lighter, 
the rain ceased its heavy fall, the wind became more quiet, and the 
girls turned the boat and rowed quickly back to the camp. God had 
helped them. 


a 
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One day Joan lay on the floor before the fireplace, reading a story- 
k 


Suddenly she saw something moving on the floor near her. She 
looked more closely and discovered that it was a little gray mouse— 
but what a strange mouse it was! He did not seem to be one bit 


afraid. 
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They merrily until they came to the little 


He sat upon his haunches and began to squeak. Squeak, did I 
say? I should have said, “speak,” for Joan understood every word 
that he said. 

“Dear Joan,” he began, “I have come to tell you to tie up your 
cat; he has been bothering my family.” Then he told her the sad 
story of how the cat had stolen upon them in the dark and carried away 
one of his babies. 


An Exeiting Dream > 

= Frances Brant 
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Joan felt very sorry for him and she said: “No, I will not tie up 
my cat, but I will put a bell around his neck, to warn you when he 
comes near your home.” 

The little gray mouse returned home very, very happy but the 
next day he came again and said: “Joan, will you come over to my 
house?” “Oh!” said Joan, “I am too large to get into your house.” 
The mouse replied: “I will fix that all right. Get your hat and coat, 
and come along.” 

Joan followed just to see where the mouse family lived. They 
came to an old shoe with six white mice hitched to it. The mouse 
gave Joan a little bottle on which were printed the words: ““Drink me.” 

She drank, and became so small that she could get into the shoe. 
They rode along merrily until they came to the little house. There 
the mother mouse had a nice supper prepared for them. They ate and 
drank until late in the evening, when Joan exclaimed: ‘Oh, I must be 
going home, for my mother will become alarmed; she does not know 
where to find me.” 

So the little gray mouse took her, in the shoe with the six white 
mice hitched to it, to her home in the big house. He handed her a little 
cake on which were printed the words: “Eat me.” Immediately after 
eating the cake Joan became her real self again. 

Slowly Joan opened her eyes; she was lying on the floor before 
the fireplace, with her head resting on her storybook. 

“Dear me,” she sighed, “‘it was only a dream—but what an ex- 
citing dream it was!” 


A PRAYER 


Basi Drew (10 years) 
Wilder, Idaho 


God is with us in the morning; 
God is with us giving warning; 
In my play and in my work, 
I always learn I mustn’t shirk; 
In my work and in my play, 


God is with me all the day. 


LOVE 


CLAUDINE PAYNE (10 years) 
Compton, Calif. 


I have love, and love to spare; 
For God’s love is everywhere. 
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Little fairy people, 
On the garden wall, 
7 And in the dewy flower beds, 
: The little buds to call, 


Happy little creatures, 

: Working all the day, 
Make their work as happy 
- As if it all were play. 


In the dusk of evening, 
When their work is done, 


They play in grassy meadows 
And have a lot of fun. 


Fonte 


Whither are you going?” 

“I am going to the sea,” 
Said the little brook to me. 


“What do you do 

When you go to the sea?” 
“IT join the waves,” 

Said the little brook to me. 


“Good-by, little brook,” I 
said; 


And the little brook onward 
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GARDEN: 


4g ~6Osmera orm rs 
ca The ian their pretty, mossy, flow’ry 
garden 
. WE NN Near the roots of a tree, 
i Pe | And in it is everything interesting, 
ae | ws From little quaker-ladies to velvet from a bee; 
fe) A tiny, vine-covered balcony 
it With a funny twisted stair, 
Ree ( And a little silver pool in the center 
With a sandy, shell-strewn brink ; 
Nooks and clumps of grass and little hillocks, 


And arches here and there; 
<a Fireflies, and lovely stones— 
fa Se All white and yellow and pink. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; a 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in forty- 
five days before the date of the issue in which they are to appear: For instance, 
letters and reports for October Wee Wisdom must be in by August 15. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 

Dear Editor—Wee Wisdom has helped me wonderfully. My mother used 
to say that I was lazy, but now she says that I work well. There was a pain in 
my side. I read Wee Wisdom and my side stopped hurting.—Jrma Strickland. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day I cut my ankle to the bone. It ached 
terribly. I had a hard time getting any rest at night. I said The Prayer of 
Faith, and Mother said that I was asleep in about five minutes. My foot is 
almost well now.—Louise Durand. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I say The Prayer of Faith every night; so do my 
sister, my brother, my father, and my mother. Mother and Brother are much 
better now. We have a car, so that Mamma can get out; by that I think that 
God answered our prayers.—Alice Stone. 

Dear Editor—I have had Wee Wisdom for two or three years and have 
enjoyed it very much. Several times when my sisters and my mother have been 
sick and I prayed for them, God answered my prayers.—Helen Minson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Grandma is better and I am praying for her. 
The doctors are astonished at the way she has improved. Aunt Glad said 
that God was answering our prayers. I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. It 
teaches me to believe in God more and more.—Charlotte. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom magazine is a great help to me. I had 
been sick more than two years. Now I can get outdoors, and no one can imagine 
how happy I feel. I received a letter from one of my doctors and he said: 
**Prayers did it.”’ I think that is a nice thing for a doctor to say. I have asked 
Jesus to keep me and I know that he does. Now I am trying to show my faith 
in him. I always say my prayer and my table blessing. We live on a big ranch 
and have many men at our table. I have quite a time to keep them still long 
enough to let me say my blessing. I am eight years old.—Clara Marie Waldron. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom has helped me greatly. Before 
I took Wee Wisdom I used to feel tired, but now I feel very well. One day 
I had a sore shoulder and I said The Prayer of Faith, and the sore was gone 
in a second. I think that Wee Wisdom is the best magazine that I have read. 
—Meadeline Fay. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am doing much better in my Sunday school work 
since I have been taking you. I like all of your stories and your poems. [| 
enjoy my studies better every day. I have taken you two years and I enjoy 
each month’s issue better than the one before. You are doing me much good. 
I lost my ring one day. I said The Prayer of Faith, and I found the ring.— 
Ruth Jones. 

Dear Editor—I asked for help in my school work and | got it. I like to 
read the letters of the other Wees.—Elmo Higgins. 

Dear Friends at Unity—We are having lots of fun since we came home to 
Vista. Wallie built a nice campfire place and we have named it Wee Wisdom. 
We cook lunch outdoors and then invite our mothers out to eat with us. We are 
learning to cook as the Unity Cook Book tells us. Yesterday I dropped a 
rock on my toe, but I said The Prayer of Faith and my toe did not hurt a bit. 
Our mothers have read Wee Wisdom’s Way to us, and we know that is the 
only way—to trust God and to love him and all people as much as we can. 
We are praying to God every morning and every day and every night to take 
the mortgage away from our home, and we know that he will do that, for we are 
trying so hard to be good, as he would have us. We want to have our big place 
out here just like Unity, all happy and good. We can’t write very fast because 
we have to ask our mothers how to spell words that we do not know, but we want 
you to know that we send love to all the Unity people who made our visit in 
Kansas City such a happy, happy one. Your little Wee Wisdom children. 
—Marion Elizabeth Beardsley and Walter Thomas McMullin. 

Dear Wees—A few months ago I did not know that it was the custom of 
some people to give one tenth of their money to the Lord. I found this out after 
I had been going to Unity a while. Here, my Sunday school teacher ex- 
plained tithing to me. I started with giving three cents, and now I give a dime 
every week. I soon found that I was getting many little things that I had not 
had before, and I did not miss the money that I gave. I know from what has 
happened in my case that it would be a good thing if others would take tithing 
up, too.—J/ack Willouby. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like best The Prayer of 
Faith. Last winter I was ill and I asked you to treat me and soon I was 
healed.— Eunice D’ Amour. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One night I couldn’t go to sleep. So I told Mother 
I couldn’t go to sleep. She said: “Keep saying The Prayer of Faith over to 
yourself.”” Then I went to sleep saying it. The next morning I woke up saying 
the prayer. All day long as I went about with my work I kept saying it. And 
from that night to this I have slept well.—Juanita Wicker. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am so happy when I go out and find a Wee Wis- 
dom in the mail box. Wee Wisdom was so much help to me when we were 
quarantined. My three brothers had scarlet fever. I have been saying The 
Prayer of Faith every day to escape it and | have escaped it so far.— 
Rosemary Frankel. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI want to thank you for healing my neck.— 
Katherine Griggs. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I wrote to you and asked you to cure my cough. 


You sent me a prayer and I said it. I am now cured. I thank you for your 
help.—Mary Jane Walton. 


Dear Booster Club—lJust a wee letter from the San Diego Boosters, to let 
you know something about our club here. Att the present time we have twelve 
members in our club. We meet Sunday mornings at the Center and have the 
Sunday school lesson taught by members of the club. Then we all tell of the 
different ways in which we are helped by our study of Truth. Many of the 
little ones tell of some kind of error that has tried to find room in their temple 
and how by their saying The Prayer of Faith the error has gone away. One 
day when I was at school I seemed to have lost my purse. I knew at once that 
my purse was also God’s and that nothing that belonged to God could be lost. 
About two hours afterward I found the purse in the Lost and Found department. 
I thanked the teacher who gave it to me, and silently I said: “I thank Thee, 
Father. I knew that thou knewest where my purse was and I knew that it 
would be brought back to me.” —Mary Alice Daniel. 


Dearest Wee Wisdom—Thanks to Jesus and to you, my prayer has been 
answered, and the wart has quite disappeared. I have been getting on at school 
and I had a very good report.—Dinah Hartwell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for almost two years. Once 
I was sick for four days. I asked God to help me, and I was well the very next 
day. I am saying The Prayer of Faith and it is helping me.—Lois Gordier. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I look forward to your coming. One day I cut my 
finger and thought it hurt badly. I said The Prayer of Faith, soon my finger 
felt much better.—Elizabeth Van Epps. 

Dear Wees—lI love your magazine. I had a headache but I said The 
Prayer of Faith and in five minutes I went to sleep.—Loraine Heslin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI received the Wee Wisdom magazine, which I 
was very proud of, for I love it. It gives me many good thoughts. I think it 
is a wonderful magazine. I love The Prayer of Faith, as it teaches me to be 
kind to my brothers and my sisters. I lost my pencil this morning; I said The 
Prayer of Faith, and I found it—A. S. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—With your help I have overcoine many bad habits. 
I could not get along without you. I do not quarrel with my brother any more. 
I am beginning to like my schoolmates and my teachers, and they like me. You 
have helped me with my studies. My teacher says that I am improving rapidly. 
I owe the improvement to you and to your prayers. You are well named, for 
you do contain wisdom for little folks ——Molly W hiteaker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—A short time ago I wrote to you for help in my 
school work. I received my monthly report card, and I am very much pleased 
with it. I improved nicely and hope to do better. I thank God and Wee 
Wisdom.—Betty English. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Thanks very much for your prayers that helped me 
to have more patience.—Adina Straughn. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—We were out on a hill in the country last Saturday 
and there was a windstorm. The wind blew so hard that it tore the curtains on 
the machine, but I said The Prayer of Faith and we got home safely. I sold 
Wee Wisdom to get the Peter Pan cap.—Charlotte Mae Ruff. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—I love your magazine very much. I say The Prayer 
of Faith every night and when I am in distress and need help. Mother was 
sick; I said The Prayer of Faith and she got well. My little sister enjoys read- 
ing Home Tots. This year I said The Prayer of Faith and | passed all my 
examinations.—Edna Arlyne Kraisinger. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI appreciate your lessons. Every time I am angry, I 
think of Wee Wisdom and then I say: ““What is the use of being angry?” I 
like your puzzle page and the artist’s picture for coloring, best of all.— 
Dottie Shields. 

Dear Unity—Grandpa just sent for Wee Wisdom for me again yesterday 
and your letter came today. I thought your letter meant that I wasn’t going to 
get Wee Wisdom any more and I cried very hard. I love you so much. Grandpa 
said that I cried before I was hurt. I am never sick; I learn how not to be by 
reading Wee Wisdom. Grandma and Grandpa know how to help me, for they 
read all of Unity’s publications.—Virginia S. Hail. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When Wee Wisdom comes I read it as soon as I can. 
I am trying to learn how to write on the typewriter, and I say The Prayer of 
Faith so I will not make mistakes in my letters—Edith W. Shootes. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to you now about my birthday Wee 
Wisdom. I consider it mine because my birthday is August 13. My much 
loved little magazine will come just before my fifteenth birthday. I can’t thank 
you enough for the joy I have had from Wee Wisdom.—Helen Griffin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a‘new reader of Wee Wisdom and am glad 
for every issue that comes. I read the magazines through, and like them. My 
papa and my mamma enjoy them as much as I do. I say The Prayer of Faith 
and find that it helps me—Margarette Hoveland. 

Dear Boosters—Many thanks for the membership card and the nice letter 
from you. I was ever so pleased to get them. I am going to try very hard to 
be patient and loving. We have The Prayer of Faith, and Mother is going to 
have it framed, so that we can hang it on our bedroom wall.—Dorothy Baker. 

Dear Wees—I received wonderful help from saying The Prayer of Faith. 
I have a little friend here. I have taught her The Prayer of Faith; I also let 
her read my books with me. We are having some trouble in getting our lessons, 
but I believe that The Prayer of Faith will bring us through.—Evelyn Hickman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom Editor—I must tell you how much I have enjoyed the 
good stories, poems, and lessons in Wee Wisdom. I have liked especially Miss 
Mary Brewerton de Witt; she writes me letters about her cats and her pretty 
flowers, and my daddy thinks she is fine. He and Mother read Unity, and I 
look at it sometimes.—Robert Bogart. 

Dear Unity—I am happier every day since reading Wee Wisdom and 
saying the different prayers. Mamma helps me, too.—Catherine Gregory. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think The Prayer of Faith is just wonderful. The 
puzzle page is very nice, too. I read you to my little brother—Constance 
Maitismore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you a long time. I like every 
bit of you. I like best Busy Sunbeams and Young Authors. I will try to be 
a faithful Wee.—Eunice Trew. 
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Dear Unity—I have been a reader of Wee Wisdom for the last six months. 
It helps me in school and with work at home. It helps me to be good to Mamma 
and kind to all.—Walter LaPier. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am going to try very hard to be good and loving, 
and never to forget that I am a Booster.—Phyllis Baker. 

Dear Secretary—I think Wee Wisdom is the finest magazine I ever read. 
—Ruth E. Soldan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I appreciate the stories very much, especially those 
about being kind to animals.—Wéinifred Shields. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the book very much. Everybody in the family 
reads it. I got it as a Christmas present. The little prayers in the book help me. 
—Mable Marie Harding. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I 
am learning that God is my health and my life-—Scott Kirkpatrick, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have helped me in my music lessons and in my 
school lessons. I have been saying The Prayer of Faith. I love Wee Wisdom 
and I read my books over and over. I love best The Prayer of Faith.— 
Daphne Geneteau. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom helps me in school. I do better work 
than I used to do, because I say The Prayer of Faith. I love Wee Wisdom 
very much. Daddy gets Unity and he says that it helps him.—Adelaide Biggane. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love all the stories in Wee Wisdom. I am learning 
more and more about God as I read you. I am trying to do all the tasks that 
God gives me to do.— Beatrice Epps. 

Dear Editor—I like all your poems and stories. I say the Table Bless- 
ing before I eat and The Prayer of Faith before I go to bed. I like the story 
of Invisible Chief.""-—Harold Streck. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My uncle has been sending you to me for three years. 
I watch for you every month. My little girl friends enjoy reading you also. 
—Pearl Christian. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for four months and I like you 
very much. I am improving in my studies. I wish that all the people in the 
world would grasp Truth by buying Wee Wisdom and the other books you 
have.—Virginia Thoma. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was very glad to receive the two Wee Wisdoms 
that you sent me. I like their stories so well that I can hardly wait until the 
new magazine comes. I like best the stories that the little girls write, and Blanche’s 
Corner.—WNettie Goodman. 

Dear Wees—I like the stories and letters best. At first I had no interest 
in the Bible Lessons. I read some of them this morning and found them in- 
teresting —Ruby Burns. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Clifford Albertson: obedience and school work; Margaret Holliston: heal- 
ing for brother and self; Eleanor McComiskey: that she may become a poetess; 
Rosella Krupp: summer school work; Eleanor A. Bommer: examinations; Grace 
Ceschi: examinations; Roberta Musgrove: school work; Ruth Phillips: pros- 
perity, so that she may take music lessons; Gladys Baughman: health and school 
work; Elmo Higgins: perfect deportment; Millicent Savage: perfect eyesight; 
Ruby Betts: health for mother; Marjorie Mekota: help in examinations; Norman 
Adams: progress in music; Ethel Eybul: perfect eyesight for self and perfect 
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health for sister; Edna Brookins: improvement in music and other studies, health 
for grandfather; Altha Brookins: school work; Wallace Kern: success in un- 
dertakings; Jimmie Oldenhaye: that he may go to a cool place for the summer; 
Katherine Griggs: perfect health; Helen Grossmann: success in an undertaking; 
James Glover: to be a better boy; Evelyn Polhemus, relief from pain in ankle; 
Lelabell Cheatham Barr: health and to be a better girl. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Elma Lance; A. Evelyn McWilliams; Loraine Heslin; Orville Kreps; 
Frances Raymond; Carol Culbertson; Marguriette Day; Nancy Wheeler; Jess 
Laurence Weddle, jr.; Emma Divelbiss; Sigurd Salvesen; Berger Wolf; Vesta 
May Wills; David Clark Burns; Jeanette Moore; Olive J. Blubaugh; Elizabeth 
Van Epps; Henry F. Bosshard; Ewald Bosshard; Marguerite Rosset; Lucille 
Weddle; Jenette Kumbel; Nancy Pugh; Dorothy Strong; Dorothy Stevens; 
Gordon Junior Barnhill; Florence Steinbrenner; Katherine Griggs; Jean Bowie; 
Reta Borden; Jeanette White; Maud Lewis; Esther Tillman; Virginia Bartlett; 
Agnes Ball; Ruth Phillips; Dorothy L. Caldwell; Mona Wilson; Herman 
Lougee; E. Ruth McClure; Frances Dunham; Verna Adams. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Elma Lance, Gowanda, N. Y.; Lavaun Fassett (9 years), Griffith, Colo. ; 
Alice Baty, Cedarville, Calif.; Marguerite Rosset, 22241 Ewing st., Los 
Angeles, Calif.; Vera Kadaw, R. F. D. 3, Romulus, Mich.; Virginia Dale 
Kirkpatrick, 511 Pearl st., Marianna, Ark.; Scott Kirkpatrick, 511 Pearl st., 
Marianna, Ark.; Gordon R. Cote (12 years), Star Route, Adams, N. Y.; 
Lucille Weddle, 320 N. Buchanan st., Monticello, Ill.; Norman Adams, 1716 
Empire, Joplin, Mo.; Felizia Peters (10 years), 28 Main st., Hempstead, 
N. Y.; Louie Barnes, Hamilton, Ga. ; Margaret Smith, box 366, Meeker, Colo. ; 
Zoe C. Warner (14 years), 158 Elderwood ave., Pelham, N. Y.; Virginia 
Gaddis, 2915 Garber st., Berkeley, Calif.; Ann Whitington, Orange Cove, 
Calif.; Annie Seaman, Kissimmee Park, Fla.; Ruth Carpenter, 909 Baltimore 
st., Middletown, Ohio. 


The good which God to us 
imparts 
Calls grateful praises from 


our hearts. 
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MY LETTER TO YOU 
Dear Wees: 


Welcome to Wee Wisdom’s birthday party. 

While we all are here I think that it would be a good thing to tell 
you about some of the ways in which your especial connections with 
Unity are being strengthened. 

In larger numbers than ever before, the readers of Wee Wisdom 
are becoming members of the Good Words Club. Those who are 
carrying on the Unity work at headquarters are delighted to have so 
many of you join this work. I am sure that more and more of you 
will enroll in this club, and so make such a host of good word speakers 
that each destructive word in human language will be blotted out by 
a constructive word, and then there will be no more suffering or un- 
happiness anywhere. 

New Booster enrollments are being made daily, and we are 
glad to welcome to this department all boys and girls who wish to 
boost happiness in their own lives and in the lives of others. 

More than 43,000 Wees are now subscribers to Wee Wisdom. 
That i is quite a family, i is it not? But I think that our family should 
increase very much in this coming year, and I am going to suggest 
that each of us make a particular effort to interest others in our maga- 
zine. If in the coming year every subscriber of Wee Wisdom should 
secure just one more subscriber, we should have 86,000 at our 1925 
birthday party. That would be a party to make us very happy. 

The workers at Unity will do all that they can to make Wee 
Wisdom better and better. We are going to give you a new cover 
every month, and many other interesting features will be added. So 
let us all be boosters in this respect : let us boost not only for an increase 
of Wee Wisdom readers, but also for an increase of the joy, the 
happiness, and the courage that Wee Wisdom teaches us to have and 
to express. Let us make this the best year that Wee Wisdom and the 
readers of Wee Wisdom ever have had. 

With love, 


THE Epiror. 


twine the roses, Ke and 
Gnd shout in rompings hearty, 
“For on this day we celebrate 
Wee Wisdoms birthday party. 
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Lesson 6, AucustT 10, 1924. 
THE FIRST MIRACLE OF JESUS.—John 2:1-11. 
GOLDEN TEXT—Whatsoever he saith unto you, do it——John 2:5. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We have learned from studying the temptation and the baptism of 
Jesus that we need to be tested and cleansed if we are to show forth the 
real Spirit of God that is in us. 

The marriage feast in Cana was a time of joy. The spiritual qual- 
ities in us should be used for our happiness and our joy, as well as for our 
more serious work. True Christians should be the happiest people in the 
world. 

Many times when wine is mentioned in the Bible it stands for life. 
When the Christ Spirit in us puts new life into the things that we are doing, 
the same miracle is taking place in us that took place at the marriage feast. 

Another very helpful thing that we learn from this miracle that Jesus 
performed is to use the things that are at hand. Often we look far away 
for the good that we think we want, instead of making use of the things that 
we have. Jesus did not tell the servants to send out and get more wine; 
he had them use the water and the waterpots that were in the house. As 
we use and praise the good that we have, we get more good from it. 

The mother of Jesus knew of the power that he had. As the Christ 
Spirit is awakened in us, we should know that its power comes from God 
and that it is great enough to do the work that needs to be done. When 
we use the divine power we should not talk or boast about it, but we should 
do the task at hand quietly and that the Father may be glorified in us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Should spiritual things be used for our joy > 
What does wine stand for? 

What should we use to get our highest good? 
How should we use divine power? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ will prepare myself to do the perfect work of 
God. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I will not seek for far-off things, 
But always I will try 

To use the good that is at hand 
My Lord to glorify. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 17, 1924. 
JESUS CLEANSES THE TEMPLE.—John 2:13-22. 


GoLpEN TEXxT—My house shall be called a house of prayer.— 
Matt. 21:13. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
Love of the house of God is one of the first thoughts that grows in the 
hearts of God’s children when the Christ Spirit is awakened. We learn 
that God is everywhere, and every place becomes so sacred to us that we 
try to do God’s will wherever we are. 

Our bodies are temples of God. The men who sold sheep and oxen 
and doves in the temple at Jerusalem stand for the thoughts that we give 
to money and food and clothing and pleasures and not to God. The Christ 
Spirit is always trying to drive such thoughts out of our minds. 

We make our bodies by our thoughts. Every evil thought is helping 
to make our bodies, just as the good thoughts are building them; but the 
evil thoughts build sickness and weakness, while the good thoughts build 
health and strength. 

If we eat too much, or if we eat or drink that which is not good for 
us, it is because our thoughts are fixed more on the food or drink than they 
are on keeping God's temple a clean and wholesome place in which every 
thought is sacred to God. 

Thoughts of selfishness do not belong in God’s temple. When we 
try to drive them out, they ask for a sign to show them that the Christ Spirit 
has the right to say that they shall not dwell in our minds. The Christ Spirit 
shows them its right to rule in us because it is from God and is the only true 
life. Jesus told the Jews that he would raise his body, to show them that 
his was life eternal, because he was the Son of God. Life has the right 
to drive from within us all thoughts which try to destroy life. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is one of the first thoughts that the Christ Spirit brings to us? 
Where is God? 
What do the evil men in the temple stand for? 
Why has the Christ Spirit the right to cast out every evil thought? 


Lesson THOUGHT—I will keep the temple of God pure and holy 
and sacred to him. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


My body is a house of God, 
A holy, sacred spot; 

I'll keep it pure by driving out 
Each selfish, evil thought. 


Lesson 8, Aucust 24, 1924. 
JESUS TALKS WITH NICODEMUS.—John 3:1-3, 8-17. 


GoLDEN TEXT—For God so loved the world, that he gave his onlv 


begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have 
eternal life-—John 3:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


When Jesus explained to him the new spiritual birth, Nicodemus found 
it very hard to understand. Nicodemus was a teacher of the Jews, but 
most of his teaching had been about material things; that is, the things that 
we can see and touch and smell and taste. Jesus tried to make him under- 
stand that spiritual things are greater than material things because the 
material things are only forms of the spiritual; the spiritual always remains, 
even though the forms may change or disappear. 

This may be explained in this way: God is beauty, but we cannot 
see God with the eye. We see forms of his beauty in flowers, in the green 
trees, in the sky, and in many other forms. All these forms may change 
or be lost to sight, but the beauty of God never changes. It is a spiritual 
thing, and the more we learn to understand in a spiritual way, the more 
we can feel the beauty of God without seeing its forms. We also enjoy 
the forms more, because we know the spiritual thing for which they stand. 

To be born of water and of Spirit is to have our minds and our hearts 
cleansed of all wrong thinking so that the Spirit of Christ can be born in us. 
When we let it rule us completely we are born of Spirit; then we see things 
as they are in Spirit. 

The Son of man is lifted up in us when we place the Christ Spirit 
higher than anything else. When all our thought is of the Christ Spirit. 
we rejoice that God so loved us that he sent his Son to show us the way 
by which we may be saved from all things which do not make us we!l and 
happy. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Why was it hard for Nicodemus to understand the teaching of Jesus? 
Explain the difference between spiritual things and material things. 
How is the Son of man lifted up in us? 

Why did God send his Son to the world? 
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Lesson THOUGHT—/ am newly born of Spirit and I look upon things 
with spiritual eyes. 


MEMORY VERSE 


For God so loved the world 
He sent his only Son, 
That all his children here 
May know that they are one. 


Lesson 9, AucustT 31, 1924. 


JESUS TALKS WITH A SAMARITAN WOMAN. latent 4:7- 
14, 24-26, 31-35. 


GoLDEN TEXT—God is Spirit: and they that worship him must wor- 
ship in spirit and truth—John 4:24. (Marginal.) 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

All the teachings of Jesus are given to us to make us see things in a 
spiritual way, rather than in a material way. In the mind of Jesus all 
people were children of God and he saw the divine nature of them. To 
us the Samaritans stand for people whom we do not like. If we look upon 
them in the way that Jesus looked upon the Samaritans, we soon learn that 
we all are brothers and that God wants us all to share his blessings. We 
should be as willing to help every one as Jesus was to teach the Samaritan 
woman of the things of God. 

The woman had come to the well to draw the water which was used 
in a material way. For this reason it was hard for her to understand what 
Jesus meant when he spoke to her of living water. In our own lives we 
often seek for material things instead of asking the Christ Spirit within us 
to give us the things that live forever. Jesus told the woman that if she 
knew who he was she would ask for the living water. If we really knew 
the Christ in us, we should ask and receive more good in our lives. 

The living water of which Jesus spoke is the divine life that is in all 
of us. It not only brings life to the body, but it fills every need that we 
have. That is why he who drinks of the living water will never thirst; that 
is, he never will lack any good thing. ‘The living water is for all people, 
and it is found when we seek God in the right place. 

Many people think that they can worship God only in temples or in 
churches. We must learn to worship him in spirit and in truth, which means 


that we must know that he is everywhere, and the highest thoughts in us must 
seek to know him as pure Spirit. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


For what are the teachings of Jesus given to us? 
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If the woman had known Jesus what would she have done? Is the 
same true of us? 

What is the living water of which Jesus spoke? 

How should we worship God ? 


Lesson THOUGHT—! drink of the living water, and I worship God 
in spirit and in truth. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The water of the spirit 

With all mankind I'll share; 
I'll see God all about me 

And worship everywhere. 


’ Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 7, 1924. 
JESUS HEALS A NOBLEMAN’S SON.—John 4:46-54. 


GoLDEN TEXT—I am the way, and the truth, and the life-—John 
14:6. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Many of the lessons that tell us about the healing works of Jesus 
teach us that we must have great faith if we would be made whole. They 
also remind us that Jesus said that those who really believe in him may do 
the same works that he did. 

The nobleman who came to Jesus stands for the thoughts in us that 
know wealth and riches, yet are filled with love so that they have great 
faith. When the son that he loved became ill, the nobleman’s faith rose 
above his love for wealth, and he was willing to go a long way to find the 
healing power that his son needed. 

There are thoughts in us that seem to be only of the good things of 
life, such as fine clothing and fine food, beautiful homes, and great power. 
Yet these thoughts are open to love, and their loving nature causes them to 
seek the Christ Spirit. These thoughts have deep faith in the words of 
Christ and they know the healing power in his words. 

Another thing that we learn from the lesson is that God is every- 
where. In order to heal the son of the nobleman, Jesus did not need to 
go to the child’s home at Capernaum. Jesus knew that God is with every 
one and that his presence was with the sick child and would heal him. 

Sometimes we look a long way off for God. We think that we have 
to go to a distant place for healing or for happiness. At such times we 
must learn to turn our minds within ourselves, where the Spirit of God is. 
When we find his Spirit within, if we believe the word that comes to us, 
our healing takes place at once. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do the healing works of Jesus teach us? 
What does love cause in our thoughts ? 


Where is God? 
Where should we go for healing? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ believe the word that comes to me from Spirit 
within. 
MEMORY VERSE 
I know that God is only good 


And he is everywhere; 
I know he dwells within my heart, 


And I will seek him there. 
Apple 
Part V 


put the apples 1 ina pail, 
Fill ik Full, then round 


Dee Or hee senk us out 


CHRISTHAN = 


Y she could make us WP pie. 
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For The tle Airtist®) 


Pictures fdp Coloring. @dward Christma 


Lowell Fillmore 


= love Wee Wisdom very much 
a like its eounsel wise , 


\\ fe ¢ were tall enough 
to touch , 


write it in the skies. 


Begin at top. Tint sky light blue; strip of water, blue-green. The black 
haired child, whose white hat with orange streamers is lying in a yellow-green 
field, wears a pink frock. The fair haired girl wears light violet. Violet is 
made of red and blue mixed; orange, of red and yellow mixed. Both girls 
have white socks. Leave paper white for daisies; make centers yellow. 

Just as the petals of the daisy radiate in every direction from its glorious 
heart, so Truth radiates from us to those about us. Your daisy chain symbolizes 
thoughts of love and beauty and life. When you make a daisy chain for any 
one, make him also a chain of love. 
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BIGE VISITS THE THRESHERS 


The screen door slammed. Bige pricked up his ears. Generally 
the slamming of the screen was a signal for a joyous rush to greet his 
master, but it was hot this morning. Bige was warmer than usual be- 
cause he had been foolish. He had allowed Mrs. Wren to tease him 
into chasing her as she flew from the big tree to the top of the porch. 
Back and forth she had flown, stopping just long enough to look down 
at him and scold. Back and forth he had raced until now he was 
panting in the shade by the well—too tired to run after David. 

“Thirsty, Pup? Goodness, but you were silly! Don’t you 
know that you can’t catch that wren?” 

Bige looked embarrassed. He knew, of course, that he couldn’t 
hope to catch her, but he had let his temper get the better of his judg- . 
ment. The cool water which David drew made him forget the heat, 
and he trotted willingly behind the boy, up to the mail box. 

When they reached the big road they heard a great clattering 
and banging. Coming toward them was a thing which looked to Bige 
as big as a house—anyway as big as a chickenhouse—perhaps not quite 
so long, but much taller. 

“The threshers!”” exclaimed David joyfully. “I wonder where 
they are going to make a stand.” 

If David was not afraid, then of course it was all right. Bige 
stiffened his trembling legs, but he stayed close to David’s brown, bare 
feet. They watched until the machine turned into a neighbor’s field; 
then, after David had procured the mail, they hurried back to the 
house. 

“Mother, the threshing outfit is over at Parker’s. May I go 
over?” 

“Yes, if you like, Son, but come home about three o’clock. On 
these hot days the baby chickens appreciate a cool drink in the middle 
of the afternoon.” 
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David and Bige did not mind the heat, as they ran to the spot 
where the threshing machine had stopped. It would be some time 
before the real threshing of the grain would commence. Everything 
must be in readiness. The tank wagon was driven to the well and 
filled with water to be hauled back to the threshing machine. A load 
of coal was brought in and dumped close to the tractor. Belts were 
tightened, and the machine was carefully examined to make sure that 
nothing had jarred loose in the jolting over the rock road. At last the 
machine started its steady “‘clackety-clackety-clackety.”” One after 
another the wagons drove in from the field and fed their loads to the 
hungry machine, then out again to gather more shocks of wheat. 

The dust and chaff flew as the thresher whirred. Some of it went 
down David's neck. The place was warmer than it could possibly be 
anywhere, except around a threshing outfit in August. However, 
neither the boy nor the dog had time to bother about the heat—there 
were so many interesting things to watch. 

At the first sound of the machine’s voice, Bige had barked. Then 
he noticed the Parker dog, a big shepherd, lying calmly under the tank 
wagon. ‘Thinking that he might have been acting rather puppyish, 
Bige walked sedately over and lolled under the wagon by Shep. 
When the dinner bell rang, there was a rush to the house, of men, boys, 
and dogs. Such a splashing as the men made at the wash benches! 
Then they went to the tables, which were spread under the trees. 
David was invited to join them. He felt free to accept, because he 
had helped the Parker boys carry drinking water to the crew. 

Shep walked around and around the tables, watching carefully for 
bits of food dropped by friendly hands. Though Bige had never been 
fed in this way, he soon caught the idea, and began marching around 
on his own account. He carried the idea even farther, by barking 
sharply to attract attention, until David commanded silence. Bige 
obeyed immediately and was rewarded with so many good morsels that 
he was kept busy eating them all. When he had eaten almost as much 
as possible, he took an ear of green corn over under an apple tree, and 
lay down in utter bliss. 

At three o’clock David and Bige went home, Bige traveling 
slowly, as though he found himself too heavy for his legs. 

““We had a fine time,” David told his mother. “I don’t think 
Bige will ever be afraid of a thresher again; but he is ready to rest 
now. 

Bige slept for some time, but at sunset he was frisky enough to 
bark fiercely at Mrs. Wren, who was balancing neatly on a low branch 
above his nose. 


UMMER;: 


FOR UNITY BOYS AND GIRLS 


WEE Wispom’s Way—A family storybook read with avid interest by 
all persons, no matter what their ages. Truth lessons stand out on 
every page. Paper, $.75; de luxe edition, $1.50. 


THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE Key—Another character i 
builder. A symbology is carried through this story which deli- 
cately clothes the moral and adorns the tale. Eight full-page 
colored pictures. $1.50. 


Love’s RosEs—Thelma tries to follow the dictates of a tender con- 
science—to live up to the very highest that she conceives—and 
great, even spectacular is her reward. It’s all beautifully told. 
Price, 

WEE Wispom PictuRE Books—Composed of selections from recent 
numbers of Wee Wisdom magazine. Hence, the series of Wee 


Wisdom Picture Books, Vols. I, II, III. Price, $1.50 each. 


TREASURE Box—If growing girls and boys can get this one lesson 
engrafted early—that you have to work for what you get—half 
the battle is won. This quaint story may be obtained for $.50. 


In CHRIST’s GARDEN—The beauties of nature merge imperceptibly 
into the moods of the spirit, as the Little Sister wanders about in 
her dream garden. Fanciful, poetical, picturesque descriptions. 


Price, $.50. 


To helf the vacation days spin around joyously. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Rearrange the letters found on the blocks, so that they will make 
two words which are very interesting to Wee Wisdom readers. 


A MESSAGE 


HATTOGOOD 

Something seems to be wrong with this sentence. Perhaps some 
letters are left out. If you find which ones they are, they will spell 
something which should never be left out of anything that we do. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JULY WEE WISDOM 


Answer to first puzzle: Broom. 
Answer to second puzzle: Kind words and a smile cost nothing, 
but are countless treasures to the discouraged. 
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A BIRTHDAY PARTY 


Cousin Ann had a birthday party, 
yesterday. 

Uncle John came in his car, for 
Mother and me. Daddy and Buddy 
could not go to the party; they had to 
help Tom West thresh. 

Betty Gray was there. Ann and 
Betty and I played on the lawn. Max 
gave each of us a swing in the hammock. 
He brought us grape juice to drink. 

Uncle John made us a table on the 
porch, and we had lunch there. Max 
put golden glow on the table, and 
Mother and Aunt Ellen served. 
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In the evening Daddy and Buddy 

came for Mother and me, and we all rode 
home on the hayrack. We sang songs. 

I gave Cousin Ann a picture book, 

and five kisses. Four kisses were for her 


age, and the other kiss was for her to 
grow on. 
We had a good time. [| wish that 


Cousin Ann would have another birth- 
day party, next week. 
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4 
SS How many birds do you know by their 
songs? 
Just count them. You'll have a 
surprise, 
fi For every bird is as different, you'll 
find, 
| In voice, as in color or size. 
The rollicking robin 


Sings, “Chirrup, chirp, chee ;" 
The house finch aboasting, 

“Ah, pretty, prettee 
The bluebird’s low warble 


Is mellow and dark; 


Just try, you can whistle 4 
Like Sir Meadow Lark; J 

And down in the marshes » 
You'll hear the air ring , 


When bicolored redwings 
Their “O-ka-lees™ sing. 
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——) 


a every good thing, 


Who cares for all creatures, 


But hark! on the hill 

Hear that musical call, 
So lovely and lilting 

The sweetest of all; 
With ecstasy bubbling, 

‘Tis spilled on the air, 
Exquisitely tender, 

The song sparrow's prayer 
Of praise to the Giver 


E’en birds on the wing. 


So count every bird that you know by its 
song; 

Much pleasure you'll have with the wee 
feathered throng. 


WEE WISDOM 


GOD'S GARDENS 


EpwarpD GowAR 


Our hearts are but gar- 
‘dens for flowers, 
Sprung from thoughts 
which God plants 
there as seeds, 
Which, warmed by the 
sunshine of heav- 
enly love, 
Blossom forth into 
beautiful deeds. 
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BLANCHE 


’ Swing out on the limb, and 
then let go— 
Down, till the top of your 
head won't show. 
Kick and splash, 
Dive and dash, 
Swimming is easy—I told you 
so. 


Race back to the. bank and 
dive again. 
All jump together; we'll count 
ten. 
My! it’s cool 
In the pool. 
More fun today than I don’t 
know when. 
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MORNING 


Radiant wisdom 

Shines through me. 
Wise in both work 
And play, I'll be. 


Glorious life 
Flows free and 
strong. 
I'll use it to help Lot 
All the world along. ART 


Ait 


Wonderful love, 

That I may greet 
As God's own sons 
All those I meet. 


PAINTED IN U. S. A. 
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